ISABELLE'S MARRIAGE

weeks later? You will commit a sin the more; and it is the inevitable
result of your other sins."

"What a monstrous idea! You know very well that it is not the same
thing," said Isabelle. "Whatever happens, I shall keep my child."

"So, you prefer the scandal, do you?" cried Madame de La Mon-
nerie. " You prefer making the whole family share your disgrace. You
prefer to set a bad example? God hates scandal! ... Gome in!... If
you don't know how to live up to your name, at least do not blacken
it for those who share it with you."

Isabelle burst into tears and hid her face in her hands.

"But what am I to do?" she murmured through her tears.

She knew her aunt's violent obstinacy and foresaw several days of
torture after which, defeated, she would go back to see Lartois.

"What do you expect? Every girl without money hasn't the luck to
be barren!" she cried, raising her head in sudden anger. "You don't
understand that Tm unhappy, you don't even suspect it. I knew, I
knew very well that it would be like this. I'm interrupting your cure,
that's all Well, you may as well know that last night I spent an hour
in the bathroom in the Rue de Lubeck, sitting in front of the gas tap.
Last night I was right."

"What sort of tap? What for?" the old lady asked, inclining her ear
with a wicked expression.

"To kill myself!" cried Isabelle, at the end of her tether.

"If you had, that would have been a crime, and you would only
make the scandal worse. Families like ours don't kill themselves. We
leave that to the bourgeois and the artists! If you're unhappy, it's quite
natural. Besides, you're not completely responsible; your mother was
mad. I don't ask for the death of the sinner. Since you're determined
to keep the ridiculous child, well, we shall have to see. I shall have to
think the matter over. One way out might be to go abroad. I suppose
the child will have to be registered in the name of d'Huisnes?" added
Madame de La Monnerie. "But that's impossible! You had better go
and book a room and dress for dinner."

Isabelle went out.

"And this is the way she rewards me for all I've done for her,"
thought Madame de La Monnerie.

She remembered her meeting with Olivier Meignerais, and wrote
him a note to put him off. "There you are," she said to herself. "When
you're in mourning you don't go to the Casino. This is the result!"

She rang for the waiter and he had to knock three times before she
heard him.

Olivier Meignerais went to the concert alone and spent an Extremely
dull evening.
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